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When the Lights Went Out.

—_———
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Mrs. Runciman and ber stepdaughter
Leila came into the office of the Tawdrey
House after the reception like a not un-
.oommon mental proosss—first the burst of
ssmotion, and then the prudent little after-
thought.

The widow threw wraps and gloves and

other florid appurtenancep of fashion on the
chair next to her, while Leila, ever evasive,
slipped into a chair in the rear row.
_ “It's 5 o'clock, Leila,” yawned Mra. Runoi-
man. “He will be here presently if he's
got to come. I'm too dead tired to go up-
stairs to come down again. Ah, Mr. Sniffen,
you geam interested?”

“Always interested in you, my dear
madam,” 1 replied, “particularly interested
at this instant in that exquisite little box
you threw down so carelessly.”

*My vanity box?" the widow went on,
diving her plump arm under the feather
cloak. “Isn't it a dear? The top measures
pot more than three inches each way; and
yet it is studded with 500 diamonds—think
of 4. Come closer, man, let me whisper.
It cost $20,000 spot cash. Must hdve the
best, you know.”

*Vanity box,” I repeated. “I hope it
may. never contain any vexation of spirit
for you.”

“Heavens! I hope not,” she cried, tossing
back the bauble to its fluffy bed. “I've
bad my share of that commodity, as you
very wall know, Mr. Sniffen.

“Titus wasn't any angel on earth, what-
ever he may have since become. And
Leila, for all she is so demure, she is a con-
stant care to me.

*You never know where she is or where
she isn’'t; what she is going to do and what
she len’t going to do. Its worse than a
mouse in the room. Yes, child, I see Mr.
Kpevals coming very well indeed, and he
sees us.”

I walked back to my seat in the corner,
which had the advantage of being both
obscure and adjacent, and watched the re-
ception of that rhanly young chap Pierre
Knovals. He took the chair just beyond
the one containing the wraps; swinging it
around so as to face the ladies.

The talk, whatever its nature, was ani-
mated; Mrs. Runciman doing the most of
it with much flashing of her jewelled hands.
Leila sat back in her shado way. I'm

sure she didn’t speak, though once and
again she smiled the vaguest reflection of

a amile.

The talk also wasbrief. Knevalssprang
ur so abruptly as to tilt the chair in front
of blm'uni turn out the contents on the
floor. he snatched up in a huddle
and dum back. Then he bowed stiffly
twice ltrodo"nv-y. Y lbgevrdr a yc}a{ung

was angry all over ould say Kne-
felt like him.

Leila slipped around in front and ad-
justed the rumpled wraps in her orderly
m. Then she took the chair where Knevals

sat and pi some birdlike inquiry
which set the widow’s t head bobbing
like an inverted pendulum from the vigor
tl)'f answer. I walked to the desk for a

doesn't intend to let go, does she?
remarked Billikins, the olerk.

“k don’t who ‘she’ is or what she's
got hold of,” I protested. :

“That's like you, Sniffen, you snooping
old mole,” he retorted with threatening
penholder. “You want people to think you
as blind as you are keen. Of course you
know that widow sent young Knevals
off with a flea in his ear; just as you know
that she has no intention of giving up the
full swing of the late Titus's estate and
putting u;i‘:’mh a pittance, as she must
whenever la marries. Yes, ladies, com-
an(. coming. Pray don't bring out the

re dmtment.' )

He deprang over the counter and
sprinted across with me at his heels, for
indeed one might well think from the
w 's screams that the house was afire.
Even Leila was wringing her hands, and
not a8 if they were spirit hands either.
No need of questions—the floor, strewn
with the contents of the chair, with one

littering exoeption, ke for itself as vo-
f:'iferousl‘ as Mrs. Bu'r?c(:)iman was speaking
'or herself.

N o.p‘t‘y mﬂty.i:x:x. my v,aniuy box.'Fsihe
ng; 8 gone; it is gone. ve
hun d(‘smondl; ‘20000 Police, police,
arrest that wretch at oncel”
_*Hush, mother, think of the people who
le hear you,” implored Leila.
*1 don’t care who hears me. Of course
that Knevals stole it. Mr. Billikins, you
must send for an officer at once.” .
“The telephone booth is at your service,”
replied with his usual geurtesy.
“I'm sure Miss Prall will be glad to connect
vou with Headquarters. I can’t say what
I didn’t see—by golly, what a consummate
fool! I never did such a thing before.”
He dashed across again even more swiftly
_ with a flying leap over the rail as he rea-
liged t:llt he had left the door of the great

s ajar.

A moment ,white faced and trembling,

he was telephoning Headquarters for their

best man. A package of bills was missing,

equal in value to the profits of the Tawdrey
House for a year.

II.

Blllikins made a virtue out of a necessity
by confiding the theft to me, but no one else
it. We had an anxious word or
two with the very sensible and quiet mer-
geant of police who responded to the call.
It was a matter for secret investigation,
that official decided, and this was his judg-
meont of the other case too after we had
goneé upstairs and heard all the widow had
to say.

The widow’s all amounted to little when
the anger and spite was separated from it.
Of course young Knevals might have taken
the vanity box, but so might a score of hotel
guests, including myself, who had been
within reach of it. His reputation, like
mine and theirs, forbade open accusation
without at least a show of proof.

I couldn’t help but notice the clearing
effects of a storm in Mrs. Runciman'’s case.
After she had said her say she was far lees
uncompromising. Indeed, before we left
she quite agreed to the sergeant's policy
of silence, secrecy and search.

“I hope to be able to make a sucocessful
report to you in a week, madam,” he said.
“Meanwhile, mum is the word.”

*What 1 am goiag to do is this,” the ser-
geant went on when we were again in the
private office. “I shall send one of our best
soclal agents here in the guise of a guest,
a gallant young fellow, you know, with

y of time and money to consume. He
will make himself popular and ought in a
Jifty to throw light on both of these little

‘mysteries. Of course I want him properly
introduced. Let mé see, Mr,
couldn't you have a nephew?”

' *He would have to be a very nioce one,” I
hesitated.

. “But efter a little the sergeant had his
wey, aad it was agreed that the social
cgent shonld come as my nephew, Sidney
Raines, to vieit me at the Tawdrey.

‘The next evening he came, a presentable
chap, T must admit, with close beard and
Rreavspectacles, whic h gave him a scholarly
cast. He made a besilne for me as I sat
in oay lavorite corner, olesting in carry-
fng tonee his delight at leaving tgo grind of

te work at the university for

; libaral oducetion of being with
and only uncle,

new and wat known by all
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as_your nephew
dare ul{hlm. you dreadful man,”
this with a tap of her ivory fan, as

came up in his unimrmdble way.

“Perhaps you wi bologoot{utoull
me y ," Raines said quietly, “or at
least to give me the chance to show myself
worthy to be told."

She took his arm with coy reluctanoe,
smiling a over her shoulder—her
left shoulder—to me as he led her away.

I looked by intention to the chair in the
rear row where Leila sat so neutral in tints
as to be scaroely distinguishable.
had seen all I have described. Per!
she saw more, for she was smiling— vaguely,
it is true, yet smiling.

I looked across by chanoe to the tele-
phone booth by which Miss Prall had her
a 1ge'u%"°zm Httle i ;::-hsu o

soene more
than this little , for she was following
the lovers of learning, so loverlike in m
as they strolled into the small parlor w.
most of our Tawdrey courting was done,
with fierce and eager eyes.

111,

A Tawdrey institution, Mies Prall. From
time immemorial, within the average guest's
era, she had kept watoh and ward by the tele-
phone booth and in the shadow of the great
steel safe. Everybody liked the little old
maid, with her fiery face and popping blue
eyes, and everybody trusted her.

Rollicking Frank, her brother in charge of
the news stand, was wont to say in the
infrequent intervals when he was not dis-
cussing the horses with our racing con-
tingent that “Sis lives with us,” meaning
thereby that he permitted her to share the
bounty which he provided for himself, his
bowed and sallow wife and their inde-
terminate brood of children. We knowing
ones knew on the contrary that it was Miss
Prall's hard earned wages that kept on the
roof and filled up the chinks of any apology
for a home that Frank could have.

A graceleas scamp, he owed the work
that he didn't do and the bread that he did
eat to the grace of his sister. What. then,
was Miss Prall's interest in the gourdlike
growth of intimacy between the superfluous
widow and my suposititious nephew? In-
tense and unselfish, whatever it might be.
She was a partisan who would fight to the
death in a quarrel not her own. A

Throughout this week of secret cross
purposes which as ] have indicated only
showed themselves in spots, like some slow
fever, the management had been engaged
in the important and difficult task of replao-
ing the old switchboard for the electric
lights with a new broad.

As was inevitable at the Tawdrey House,
whatever was done was made a matter of
advertisement. So, much was said about
the expense, the experts employed and the
rapidity with which the work was accom-
plished. .

This boasting seemed justified the night
when the experte left with the new board in
full operation. Never had the Tawdrey
House been more brilliantly illumined.
When the guests, according to custom,
assembled in the office after dinner, a thou-
sand liﬁhtl shone upon women and men
more or less fair and brave.

From my corner of vantage I sought out
and studied the characters of my present
interest, from Billikins at the desk with a
side eye keen for the half open safe, Miss
Prall, like a Roman sentinel, by the tele-
phone booth, and rollickh;s Frank, mussing
up his stock as he sprawled over to catch a
nghpered tip from his pals, to Mra. Runci-
man and Raines drinking to each other only
with their eyes, yet making quite a spree of
it in the opposite row of chairs, and shadowy
Leila, far from them on the settle against
the :lide of the desk and back of the news-
stand.

Then the lights went out with a complete-
ness that spoke worlds for what the
switchboard couidn’'t do, and confusion
prevailed which grew less decorous
darkness continued to make itself felt.

For once the Tawdrey House had failed

_to provide for a possible emergency. There

were no candles, no lamps, and it was a
long and dreary wait before the engineer
came hustling up from the sub-cellar with
a pair of lanterns. These he hurried to the
desk, whenoe had come rough talk inter-
spersed with screams.

A feeble light, yet sufficient to show
to the crowded guests Billikins in front of
the safe between Miss | and shadowy
Leila, each of whom he' held by the wrist.
Raines put his hand on the rail and leaped
over.

* } t are you trying to do?” he demanded
angrily.

am trying to protect the property in
my care,” answered Billikins with enough
verbal eccentricities to show the source
of the rough talk. “I heard light steps
to the safe. I reached out—I caught this
hand and that. As I did so hand
dro something on the floar. There,
soce for yourself. There and there. As
soon as you pick them up I'll let these
women go."

Raines stooped and gathered two pack-
in stout brown

ages from the floor, wra
sealed and each

paper, securely tied an
addressed in a flowing hand.

“I don't see what all this pother is about,”
he said, after a glanoe at the inscriptions.
'Thece.p‘olu.gu belong to me, you can

all see,

And he held them to the light 8o that the
name on each one, *Mr. Sidney Raines,”
was made distinct. “Thdy don’'t belong
in the safe, do the*? You never saw them
before, did you? It seems to me you owe
an npolo¥ to these ladies, who in the dark-
ness might easily have wandered within
this enclosure.” i

Then a strange thing ha . The
overheated chimney of one of the lanterns
broke, sending a red hot fragment full into
Raines's face. He made a frantio slap and
his scholastic beard fell to the ‘roung.

1v,

With a scream of rage which quite
drowned the general hum of astonishment
Mrs. Runciman flashed aoross the office,
storming like a harpy, all feathers and nails,
against the rail.

“You vile wretoh!” she cried. “Firet to
rob and then to delude me. I wouldscratch
your eyes out if I could!”

“Then I am thankful, madame, that you
can't,” replied that fine young chap Pierre
Knevals, his smooth shaven face so olear
and cameolike that it seemed incredible
it oouild hiave been disguised, " for my honor
still has need of them.

“Listen, friends, here is the situation in
a nutshell, revealed by accident only a
little prematurely. Direcély I heard of the
absurd accusation this woman made againss
me I went to headquarters and surrendered
myself,

“The police sergeant having the case in
charge happened to know me well enough
to have faith in me, and he suggested that
I should undertake some private detective
work for him, myself and the hotel. Per-
hapsin the pursuit of it I did takeadvantage
of this woman's abnormal vanity, but I
trust under the circumstances it was par-
donable.”

of light, her eyes cast down,

“Ilearned atany rate,” voncluded Knevals
deflantly, “that it was Mrs, Runciman her-
self who took the vanity box from the
wraps and kept it hid; first because she
wanted to ruin me on acoount of my atten-
tions to her stepdaughter, and secondly,
beocause, as she very well knows, she had
no right to use estate money which should
oventually go to Lei—to her stepdaughter,
I mean, for any such pur—"

“SBuppose I did keep it and say nothing
about it except to you, except to you,”
shrieked Mre. Runciman, “what of it? Who
bad a better right?

“What of it, I say, exoept, except, that
now, when it is really gone, you, you, the
only one who knew, must have stolen it
from me. Of course you did, just as you
managed to find and keep for yoursslf the
money missing from the hotel safe, just as
if 1'didn’t know about that too.

| TRACHING THR

“I swear you told me that you had it,
when you were sitting over there, and that ,
you were going to slip it into the safe in the
darkness addressed to yourself. My, what
a clever scheme. Of course. you were
going to do the same thing with the vanity
box when you left me so silently. H

“Doesn’t it stand to sense, everybody?
Mightn't he have been in and out in the
darkness, scared into dropping those two |
packages by the two girls? Does he dare
acouse them or either of them? It is either |
he or they. Why doesn’t he open the pack-
ages if I al not right? Ah, he knows too
well, be doesn't dare.”

*I don’t know; but I do dare,” asserted
Knevals. =

He whipped out his knife; he opened one
package; it contained the vanity box. He
opened the other package; it oontained a
stack of crisp bills, for which Billikins
made an ineffectual grab. Knevala's cameo

faco was ghastly white, though he held |

his head even more haughtily.

“I give In," he said simply. “I stole
toth box and money; 1 am guilty.”

Then out from the darkness slipped
Leila, shadowy no longer, to stand by
Knevais's side, her arm around his neck.

“Oh, what a lie!” she exclaimed. “He is
trying to shield me. I recognized Pierre
at once in that unbecoming makeup. I
I knew he was here to vindicate himself,
just as 1 suspected that mam—— I mean
Mrs. Kunciman must have taken the box. I
found it among her things and tried to put it
into his fon by slipping it into the
safe with his name on, because—because |
love him.”

“Shameless! Disgraceful!” raged Mrs.
Runciman. “The child is mad in her in-
fatuation. J wash my hands of her. But
}h;:;vlaho::t the n"one}',hhey? Pm{hnpa Miss

1l took §, waps she was trying to give
it to Knev?lnpt‘:csuu she loved him? Oh,
preposterous!”

But Miss Prall still preserved a stony
gilence in which I seémed to discern grief
and despair. And {unt then the lights
flashed up—shining like the sun on the just |
and the unjust alike.

“Here's a pretty how-de-do!” cried th~
chief electrical ex . bustling ur) with
something that looEed like a thin piece of
lead in hig hand. *“A fine thing to bring a
man 'way from his home for such a scurvy
trick. Switchbeard nothing! 1 found this
cutoff just back of the telephone booth.”

And then it was that Miss Prall's red face
grew redder and her blue eyes lost their
fire as the guests shrank away with meaning
glances and pointing fingers.

“The jig's up, Sis,” said roYicking Frank
Prall, slouching from the news stand. *“I
can let you do a lot for me, but when it comes
to disgrace for such a dear, true girl I draw
the line.

“Of course, people, 1 swi the mun,
in the first excitement, and I would have

ot away with it too only Sis always has a
l‘nwk eye on me, and she caught me dead
to rights with the goods, which she made me
hand over then and there. )

“Of course she was dead on to Knevals in
his sleuth play. Of course she has been con-
triving since to get the money to him in
such a way that no one would ever -now.
That's about the size of it; and my resigna-
tion is pot only tendered but accepted, hey
Billikins, instanter?

“No pros, hey, since you've got the dough
all riggt? 1 tKought not; you might lose
vour pull. Well, ta-ta, everybody. (Come,
Mrs. Runciman, you should be going too.
Sha’'n’t 1 escort you to the high timber?”

The widow gave a desperate glance at the
averted faces. Then gathering her frills
and feathers she hurried out from the light
to the dark, clinging to Frank's arm.

SNAKES IN FLOOD TIMES.

Found In Great Numbers In Trees, and
Hizher Snots of Ground,
From the Pittafield Republican.

A visitor over in the bottoma now who has
not thought about anything but the high
water would get a shock of surprise when he
landed on any of the higher speta of land
which were unsubmerged during the recent
floods. On every hand are snakes, wriggling,
slimy, cold blooded serpents, which make
one’'s flesh crawl,

Thousands of these reptiles have taken
refuge on these spots of dry land. As I8 well
known, snakes cannot remain long in water,
as they are not amphibious, and at this season
of the year they soon become helpless with
the cold if immersed in the turbid waters
of the floods. If unable to reach a dry spot
they worm themselves upon the limbs of
Lrees, climbing higher and higher as the
water advances. Old flahermen traversing
the brush jand are wary of passing under
trees now as the slimy hrutes are llahle to
drop from their airy perches on slight di=
turbance.

The raiwoad embankments are favorite
places of refuge for them, as the steel rails
radjate the heat so much desired by the rep-
flles. Just now there is every class of them,
black snakes, garter snakes, water moocasins,
the latter perhaps as deadly as any known
to eclence, with numerous rattlesnakes,
vipers and the like.

SPORTING LIFE IN BURMA.

Popularity of Bull Racing—Pugilists Strike
With Thetr Eyes Shut.

From the Calcutia Stateaman.

A form of apeculation not generally known
in England but very popular in Burmah is
bull racing. A certain native sportsman is
the owner of one of these bulls, for which he
has refused an offer of 10,000 rupees. It has
won several races and islooked after and as
carefully tended as a Derby favorite The
owner values it at 25,000 rupees, and it is said
it brings him in an annual income of from
12,000 rupees to 15,000. It is carefully guarded
by four men lest it may be got at and
*doctored.”

Burmans also patronize boxing eagerly,
but the art can scarocely be practised acoord-
ing to Queensberry rules, for we are told by
a provincial reporter that he has observed
that “even the best boxers strike out with
their eyes tightly shut, and if they do hit
oach other it 1s more by chance than any-
thing .else.” -

Ceosl From s River Bed.
From the Philadelphia Record.
Over 100 tons of coal is being taken daily
from i Susquehanoa River in the vicinity
of Espy, Columbia ocounty. Five dredges

being in that section.
ny ofom‘m ents of that section use

the coal taken from the bed of the river.

Robins Nest In Walstooat Pooket.

Prom the London Standard.
A pair of robins have built a nest and
batched a family in the pocket of an old

w-bwmt whieh had left h
t'ln wall of an |nocoum cottu:nl ode:

.-
Scourge of Tipping In Londen,
From Paris Les Annales.

; duction bf

CHILDREN'S AID
A CLASS oOF
Miss Stansbury, Whe Teaches It, Took Thir-
teen of Themn te the Conntry —incldents
of the Trip—Gang Rule as She Soes It
~~Green Frult Ne Terror te Them.

There was a slight disturbance in the

SOCIETY "HAS
THEM.

looked at him, the cuffer enlightened her,
“He said I killed God,” be oxphlnog
briefly. y
Miss Stansbury continued merely to look,
being for the moment incapable of other

action.

“I didn't,” said the cuffed one, “He cussed,
and I told him he was crucifying Christ.”

Then Miss Stansbury understood.

Just the day but one before Miss Stans-
bury, whom her pupils all call Miss Emma,
had returned from a cottage among the
Connectiout hills where she had taken
her entire olass to spend eleven days.
This cottage was lent to her by a friend
for this house party, and the china, glass,
silver, linen and other furnishings of &
civilized house were left in place. On
one wall hung a large and beautiful repro-
“Christ Before Pilate.” One
day Miss Stansbury found a group of boys
before this picture.

“Who's that man,” asked one, pointing
to the principal figure in the picture.

“That is Christ,” said the teacher.

“Who's Christ?” said the boy.

Miss Emma had taught twenty years in
the Children's Aid Society school, but
still she was shocked. It seemed difficult
to believe that the boy had reached the
age of 12 years in New York without know-
ing who Christ was. They never speak
of religion in the society schools, because
children of many faiths go there; but still
it seemed to her that no one ocould object
to her answering the boy's question. So
she explained the picture to the best of
her ability. And then she gave them a
little application. One of the disturbing
things to Mise Emma is the foul words
with which her cherubs interlard nearly
every sentence. So she told the boys that
when they did certain “specified things
they were crucifying Christ again; and
among these things she named bad lan-
guage. The lesson sank home in one young
heart, with the result aforesaid.

Any one noticing Miss Emma with her
group of thirteen boys—three of the class
couldn't go—on the Sound steamer bound
for Connecticut would have had no idea that

y she was doing a rather remarkable thing.

The bad boy class includes a number of in-
corrigible truants brought there by the
truant officer. It contains others who in-
stead of being dragged into school have
been kigked out. Besides that there are
seven who had never stepped inside a school-
house until they came to Miss Emma a year
ago. They had simply grown sup to the
age of 12 or 13 years as ignorant of schools
as if they lived in a wilderness.

These boys have regular civil wars among
themselves, with pitched battles. In the
vicinity of the school named there flourish
the Sixteenth, Fourteenth, Thirteenth and
Twelfth street gangs. They fight each
other with broken crockery, glass, iron and
other handy and dangerous things. At one
time in the last winter four of Miss Emma's
boys were making daily visits to the dis-
pensary for the dressing of their wounds.
It so happened also that she had in her
class at that time the captains of the four
gangs named. One day there appeared at
her classroom door a deputation from the
Nineteenth street gang, a totally foreign
body from a distant territory. They had
the assurance to tell her that she had no
right to keep the four captains in school
when they were needed in the gangs, and to
demand that she release them. Upon her
refusal to do so they threatened her.

“All right for you,” they said; “you'd
better not go through Twelfth street, that's
all,” being apparent!y sent in behalf of the
Twelfth street gang.

At the close of school she informed her
boys- ihat she was going through Twaeilth
etreet. They tried to dissuade ner.

“Aw, don't you do it,” they said; “they
might cut you.” Angd when she persisted
they said: “Well, talle off your watch any-
way.” She refused even this conocession,
but threw out a casual hint that a private
detective would be following her all the way.
8he made a leisurely circuit of the whole
firing line purely in a spirit of bravado to
show that she was not afraid. Otherwise,
she says, she would have been driven from
the neighborhood.

Ordinarily the Children's Aid Society
teachers act as their own truant officers.
The bad boy class g;'ohably would not last
two weeks without daily visits to the homes.
But one day a regular truant officer was
sent after an incorrigible. Word got out
that he was coming and he walked into an
ambush. The boys threw things down on
him from windows—tomato cans, broken
plates and other trifling but momentarily
useful objects. A somewhat heavy cook-
ing utgnsil broke his hat, which probubly‘
saved his head from the same fate,

Last winter, one of Miss Emma's boys took
a handbag away from a woman on the public
highway. He was arrested, kept for a few
days by the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children and then released. For
several weeks thereafter the boy'’s mother
had to escort him to school and Miss Emma
w;’:ob:oon hitr’n l:g;nsej to ke&p him from

ten up by xteenth street gang,

Their attitude was curious and instructive,
They gimply took the ground that the boy
was a fool for having got caught and lost
the bag, thus preventing the gang from
sharing in its contents, and pro to
unish him so that he would not be a fool in

ust the same way again.

This slight sketch may throw some light
on the fact that there were those who con-
sidered that Miss Emma’s act in going to the
oountry alone with thirteen of these hopeful
youths was heroic. She said she did it
merely as part of the year’s schooling, a
two weeks leason in civilized living.

“The families these boys come from
never sit down to a meal together,” said
she. “In twenty years of almost daily
visiting among them 1 never once saw a
family seated at a table. The invariable
breakfast is ten centa worth of buns. Some
one out for those in the morning,
and eat them with or without coffee,
according to the financial situation. After
eating his bun the boy goes into the streets
and never returns till night. There is no
lunch in these families. Dinner is the
one cooked meal of the day. The vege-
tarians ought to be satisfled with these
boys, for are certainly all raised on a

tarian They scarcely know the
of meat. n tasie is any meat
in the house it is always for the man. The
wife and chiidren never get any. aver-
age income of these families i1s $0 a week,
and the rent costs not less than $10, $12 or
$14 a month. The decencies of life under
those circumstances are a dream. In one
family I know there are meven children
and two beds. This maker some crowding
for nine people. When the father comes
home drunk, so that he can be moved with-
out waking him after he falls asleep, his
dutiful sons remove him from the
and leave him on the floor all night so that
they brag

forﬂ,otwn.

e first night when they were shown the
beautiful snow white beds one of the larger
boys cocked his eye up at the teacher and
ué.: hat means a wash before
you

L 's exactly what it does,” said Miss
Emma, and thereafter all went docilely to
wash every night. Without any telling
also all solemn g;:!d the immaculate
oounterpanes off the 4 before they got
in. One boy only complained of his , &
little Swede. '

“Miss Emma,” said he, “I ain't got no

oov&;]." h id, touching the soft
e yes,” she said, touching the
white gianket&

“But I must have annuder bed top of
me,” said he.

The sharp air and appetizing food almost
bred a famine in the whole neighborhood.
Six times a day there had to be “eatuns.”
And besides that they carried havoce to the
cottage fruit trees.

“I told them all,” said Miss Emma, “that
if they ate the green fruit they would surely
be sick. I'll never say that again as long
as I live. Why, they ate green cherries by
the peck, pits and all. They ate apples no
bigger than bullets and little fuzzy peachea
no bigger than a walnut and twice as hard,
and not one was sick."”

Many of thelr questions showed plainl
enough whither their thoughts were tend-
ing. “How much does it cost to buy an
acre of land?" “How many of them trees
does it take to build a house?” After a
series of such questions one boy said ﬂnally
in a discouraged tone, “Well, it wouldn't

do no good for us to move up here, any- '

way. Me mother couldn't get no work.”
His mother was a janitress, and the boy
didn't see any opﬁortunity for that kind of
work on the banks of the Connecticut.

Only one showed that he had poetry in
his soul. He sat on the steps while the cool
night fell and the moonlight silvered the
broad flowing river.

“Miss Emma,” said he “thig’ a better
moon' we have in N'York.”

“Whyv, Charlie,” said she, “it’s the same
moon.”

He looked at her and then at the sky.

“It's a better moon,” sa'd he doubtfully,
“'n hetter stars too.”

“Charlie,” said she, “you think they're
better because in New York you see only
a little strip of sky between the roofs on
Sixteenth street, and here you see the whole
skv.”

1t was cool among the hills and they got
back to town just as the hot wave struck it,
It was a little hard on them. That night
one of them elept on the fire escape on ac-
count of the heat and fell off and broke his
ankle before morning. That was on a
Saturday night. The next Monday the rest
were back in school. One of them said as
he entered, “Miss Emma, 1 don’t like the
smell of Sixteenglmstreet.”

The teacher dsked them what thay bad
liked best in the trip. Most of thef said
“the eatuns,” After school was oui one
lingered. He was the one that thought
they had a better moon in Connecticut.

“Miss Emma,” said he, “I was lonesome.
I had a pain in me chest here.” He laid a
grimy little paw just under his throat.

— |
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and Cutictra Soa

In the promotion of Skin
Health, Cuticura Soap, as-
sisted by Cuticura, the great
Skin Cure, is undoubtedly
superior to all other skin
soaps because of its influ-
ence in allaying irritation,
inflammation, and cloggl

of the pores, the cause o
disfiguring eruptions. In
antiseptic cleansing, in stim-
ulating sluggish pores, in
emollient and other proper-
ties, they have no rivals.
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Our Annual July Mill and
Factory Sale

The cycle of time once more the looked for fend’always
brilliantly successful Bloomingdale |July Bl and Factory Sale.
By reason of repetition, for a half scoce years, its ever in-

| creasing measures of economy unities, this great event
Bas b Cateds ol Roanbisls that &
Wholesals s0d manefactusing centres ace glutted with merchandise —
and cancelled orders were wﬁn;:&mt

inviting proposit
Thcmponuwu‘::umou—-tbc offerings of high dl-mcch::’dbou
prices phenomenally were exceedingly numerous. ritl-
uﬂvw“tbm—mmmmmwnvzu €

Prepared for This Gigantic Sale With
About Two Million Dollars’ Worth of
Merchandise at an Average Saving
Of About 50c on the Dollar

We enthustastically invite you to this sale, confident that "'we are doing
more than we have ever been able to do in behalf of your (interests. The
following randomly selected list of items will give you a faint idea of the
legions of marvellous values you are asked to look over.

$5.00 Princess Dresses, mad o s s white town, wi

made of a sheer white lawn, with
Cuffs finished with embroidery. T R iy R o
s s
around neck, on front and sleeves. Tbcnkhth:.aﬂ H i
model, with é-inch fold, Cannot be bought elsew
less than $5.00; our mill and factory sale price......

§25 Taffeta and Pongee Coats, zinaes

These splendid coats

are 52 inches long
andmh‘nlnambnddﬂfum‘ A great many of them are
sample garments. All are highly le and appropriate for seashore,

country or auto wear. Not all coats in the lot are $25
values, but the greater number are. No matter what the 312 95
value, the mill and factory price is the same; all for ®
. All sizes for women; a diversity of im-
adapted for warm weather wear. Included
are marquisettes, silk voiles, silk mulls and rajahs, most of which have been
selling at three and four times the present price. There are many different
styles and all sizes, but not all sizes in every style. I'Ehhh $9 75
°

one of the most remarkable bargains of this remarkable sale.

The mill and factory sale price is
All gizes for women, in blue, pink
and white. The coat is
profusely with

$16 English Rep Suits, : ot

are the improved Butterfly sleeves. The style is a one-button dip front
and back model. The skirt is full pleated, with a deep fold, P
and has one row of insertion above the fold. A charming
suit for present wear and a remarkable value at the mill and $9 50
factory sale price of o
All sizes for wo-
men and misses,
in every pooular

$12.95 Tailor Made Linen Suits,

shade of the season, The coat is 36 inches long; a cutaway model. Collar
and cuffs trimmed in contrasting shades of striped lirex. Finished with

large pearl buttons. The skirt is a circular gored model,
with a fold and bias trimming around bottom to match $6.95
and Dresses for . Both

jacket. | and factory sale price is...............
(]

$1.95 Outing Dresses e o Frncer svic. i s

for women and missess They are

made of striped imported repp, in blue, helio, pink and black, The waist

has a turnover collar and may be worn with or without fancy shield and

flowing scarf. "On each side are large pleats forming a Gibson effect. The
sleeves are three-quarter length, with turn back cuffs, The

skirt is a circular gored model, with 8-inch fold. The mill and $4.95

—Front made of rows of blind

factory sale price i8.........covviniiiiiniii e S0 s 3
and eyelet embrotdery and

15c White Lawn Waists, i e
BY(v

collar and cuffs tucked; bButton back; three-quarter sleeves.
None sent C. O. D, at the mill and factory sale price of
fine quality, in
choice new models, just off the
machines. Made

$1.50 Lingerie Waists, oo nusier el o

best waist makers in America. The fronts are formed of the finest quality
imported embroideries, in 20 new designs; in fact, manv of the embroideries
are exactly the same as those used in our regular $1.98 waists. The waists
are trimmed with praduated tucks. Collar and cuffs teimmed with lace

edge and tucks. They button back, have three-quarter sleeves
and come in sizes 36 to 46. Awondcrﬁdv:lalucatthcmmw 78C

factory sale price of.....o0ovevevnnrn..., UFrbariie 6 e ovipls

Embroideries at Half

The mill and factory sale brings you a most remarkable off : of
fine grade, beautifully executed St. Gall embroideries, in cmbﬁ.:.m:d:-
sook and Swiss flouncing, edgings and insertions. A tempting array of

patterns,
50c. values, at, yd........... 20c, values, at, yd..........10¢
35¢, values, at, ydiEl 10c. values, at, ;d.......... an
25¢c. values, at, yd........... 8c. values, at, yd..........
a new and very desirable lot of just the
as aces, m t;l}“ women want now, to add the
touches to Summer
dresses, lingerie, etc. The mlorrorﬂonolthc fot wuuudetosc
sell for 30c. a yard. The mill and factory price of any is. .

Women’s $4 to $7 Oxfords

From the hest grade manufacturers. This |
$4.00 to $6.00 famous Hygienic Aech Support Oxf
sal

Pum: Your choice at the mill and factory

Men's $6 Button Shoes,

hest grade shoes—shoes that never retail than $6.
E'marm%m.wcmm Rl b B
with narrow toes. popular 's shoes
at the mill and factory sale price muuoltlnday.

L 457, BLOOMINGDALES' ko0

Transfer to 59th to 60th St,

From
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A DVERTISE-

ments and sub-
scriptions may be left
at these offices, where
the rates are the same
as those charged at
main office.

Branch Offices

The Sl i

Daily : :
Evming

Sunaay
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LA

NEW YORK CITY—Wall Street Men may leave sub-
ocngtaonn and adverfisements at the Wall Street office,
25 Broad Street. Telephone 2200 Beekman.

1393 Broadway, near 38th Street.

B%Kwi?’tlv 125th L?tmt.

—106 Livingston Street, near Court Street.

BOSTON, MASS—Room 26, Globe Bldg., Washington
Btreet.—T, P. Harrison.

NEWARK, N. J~T794 Broad Strvet.—F. N. Sommer.

CHICAGO, ILL.~1002-1004 Tribune Bldg.—Guy 8. Osborn.

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J—~Walter E. Edge.




